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them. And since they had no wine to pour over the burning
sacrifice, they made libations with water as they roasted all the
entrails. When the thighs were burnt up and they had tasted the
inner parts, they carved the rest into small pieces and spitted
them on skewers.
'They had reached this point when I suddenly awoke from
my deep sleep, and started on my way back to the vessel and the
coast. Directly I came near my good ship the sweet smell of
roasting meat was wafted to my nostrils. I exclaimed in horror
and called on the immortal gods to hear me. "Father Zeus," I
cried, "and you other blessed gods who live for ever! So it was
to ruin me that you lulled me into that cruel sleep, while the men
I left conceived and did this hideous thing!"
* The news that we had killed his cattle was promptly con-^
veyed by Lampede of the long robes to the Sun-god Hyperion;
and he was quick to voice his outraged feelings to the immortals.
*" Father Zeus and you other happy gods who live for ever, I
call on you to punish the followers of Odysseus son ofLaertes.
They have had the insolence to kill my cattle, the cattle that gave
me such joy every day as I climbed the sky to put the stars to
flight and as I dropped from heaven and sank once more to
earth. If they do not repay me in full for my slaughtered cows,
I will go down to Hades and shine among the dead."
* "Sun," the Cloud-gatherer answered him," shine on for the
immortals and for mortal men on the fruitful earth. As for the
culprits, I will soon strike their ship with a blinding bolt out on
the wine-dark sea and break it to bits."
(This part of the tale I had from the fair Calypso, who told me
that she herself had heard it from Hermes the Messenger.
'When I had come down to the sea and reached the ship, I
confronted my men one after the other and rebuked them. But
we could find no way of mending matters: the cows were dead
and gone. And the gods soon began to visit my crew with por-
tents. The hides crawled; the meat, roast and raw, groaned on
the spits; and a sound as though of lowing cattle could be heard.
'T;^- „:..,. J^.,,n ^.l/^pa ^/^j^/.i t-t-toki^ r\f-m^ne> ^"-act-pri rvn flip. Trifle of

